The Story of Nzinga Kika 


Resilience and Perseverance 


Introduction 


I am Mariama Mbundu. I am 23 years old, living in 
Huambo, Angola, and I have just obtained a master's 
degree in business administration from _ the 
University of Luanda. On a day like this, it will 
come as no surprise that pride in my country and 
culture flows palpably through my veins. I am 
grateful for the opportunities I have been given, 
despite the many obstacles that women in my 
society still face every day. 


Before embarking on the next phase of my life, I 
want to share with you a story that my grandmother 
told me as a child. It is about Nzinga Kika, the great- 
grandmother of my great-grandmother, a queen who 
taught her people to fight for their freedom. 


It is the echo of Nzinga's courage that has inspired 
me throughout my life to find my own strength to 
pursue my dreams and to fight for a better future and 
for the things I believe in. 


That is precisely why you should read my story: you too must discover and further develop the 
power of leadership within yourselves and take control of your own destiny. 


My story is the story of Nzinga Kika, the queen who united her people. It is a tale of courage 
and independence that survives generations and ignites the spark of revolution in the hearts of 
those who hear it. 


Following in the footsteps of my ancestral heroine, you and I are also fighting for our future, 
our identity, and our freedom. 


So follow me on my journey through history, accompany me as we tread the dusty paths of our 
ancestors, where the voice of Nzinga Kika still calls out and whispers stories of betrayal and 
victory, of sacrifices and glory. 


In the moist, red earth of Angola, where the wind whispers through the swaying palm trees and 
the sun pours out its golden rays, the legend of Nzinga Kika forever wanders. Her name, as 
powerful as a thunderstorm and as sweet as a mango, echoes through the ages, a symbol of 
courage, pride, and independence. 


On the banks of the Kwanza River, where the mighty Mbundu nation reigned, lived Nzinga 
Kika. Born into a royal family, she inherited not only the throne but also the unquenchable 
fighting spirit of her ancestors. In an era marked by the slave trade and colonial domination, 
she rose as a beacon of hope and a source of inspiration for her people. 


Read on to discover how it all happened, according to my grandmother's story: 


Chapter 1: The Shadow of Betrayal 


As the blood-red sun descended over the 
savannah, casting an ominous light upon the 
earth, the cries of the wounded and dying echoed 
in the distance. The Mbundu, once a proud and 
mighty people, were engulfed by chaos. 


A young woman, clad in a tribal garment 
adorned with beads and feathers, fought with 
fury blazing in her eyes. Her name was Kika, the 
eldest daughter of King Mbundo. Her body, 
muscular and agile, moved with deadly 
precision. With each swing of her blade, she 
felled a slave trader, her anger fueled by the 
atrocities she had witnessed. 


But all around her, her countrymen fell. The 
Arab riders, armed with scimitars and rifles, 
showed no mercy. 


When Kika witnessed her father, the proud king, 
fall under a hail of bullets, her heart clenched 
with grief and rage. 


A fierce cry escaped her lips. She threw herself 
into the fray with renewed fervor and 
recklessness, determined to defend her people. But the odds were overwhelming. The Mbundu 
were overwhelmed, many killed or captured. 


Kika fought on until shewtoo was overwhelmed, her body battered, her spirit shattered. 


Amidst the chaos and carnage, whispers of betrayal hung heavy in the air. It was said that a 
rival tribe, jealous of the Mbundu's prosperity and power, had struck a deal with the slave 
traders, betraying their own kin for personal gain. 


In the aftermath of the battle, Kika found herself shackled and bound, her once-proud people 
scattered and broken. As she gazed upon the smoldering ruins of her homeland, a steely resolve 
ignited within her. 


For Kika knew that the shadow of betrayal would not darken the Mbundu forever. With every 
breath, she swore to reclaim her people's honor and restore their dignity. And so, with the flames 
of vengeance burning in her soul, she embarked on a journey that would test her courage, her 
strength, and her faith in the face of adversity. 


Chapter 2: The Birth of a Queen 


When Kika regained 
consciousness, the sun blazed 
mercilessly upon the barren 
plain. She lay chained to a 
post, her body marked by the 
lashings of the slave traders. 


Her wounds did not trouble 
her, but the knowledge that 
she and her surviving kinsfolk 
were now in the hands of the 
slavers filled her with pain and 
rage. 


Her gaze was fixed on the 
horizon, her thoughts clouded 
by the grim tales of the fate 
awaiting them as slaves. 


Beside her lay an elderly 
woman, her face weathered by 
time, her eyes filled with 
wisdom. She whispered words 
of comfort in Kika's ear and 
recounted tales of the strength 
of her ancestors and the 
courage of the Mbundu in a 
calm, gentle voice. 


Slowly but surely, a sense of 
calm descended upon Kika. 
She realized that she was not 
alone, that her people still 
lived, chained but not broken. She felt the power of her ancestors coursing through her veins, 
the courage of her father that inspired her. 


At that moment, Kika resolved not to be broken. Hurt and chained though she was, she swore 
a solemn oath: She would fight for her people, for their freedom and her own. She would defeat 
the slave traders and restore her fallen father's kingdom. She would go down in history as 
Nzinga Kika, the Warrior Queen. 


Chapter 3: The Path of Resistance 


After scouring the 
surroundings in search of the 
hidden women and children, 
Kika and her kinsfolk were 
driven onward by the slave 
traders through the _ tall 
grasses of the savannah. The 
sun beat mercilessly on their 
necks, and sweat glistened on 
their dark skin. The crack of 
the slaver's whip occasionally 
rang out, leaving a red welt 
on the back of a slave. Kika 
kept her head bowed, her 
eyes fixed on the blades of 
grass beneath her feet. But 
within her raged a storm. She 
repeated her promise to 
herself incessantly: She 
would not be broken. She 
would escape. And she would 
free her people. 


That night, as most of the 
slave traders slept, Kika 
managed to free herself from 
her chains. Silently, she crept 
to the edge of the camp. 
~ Hidden in the tall grass, she 
observed the guards until she discovered a way to slip away unnoticed. With the agility she had 
learned from her father, she slipped past the guards and disappeared into the darkness of the 
savannah. 


She knew that her escape would soon be discovered, and that the slave traders would quickly 
track her down. So she had to take advantage of the cover of night to gain a substantial lead. 
And she needed a plan. Fortunately, she was familiar with the area. She knew that a small river 
flowed a day's journey away, and that a few kilometers upstream lived a friendly tribe. That 
river was her only hope. 


As fast as she could, Kika ran through the nocturnal savannah. The wind whipped grass into 
her face, but that was inevitable. Even as the sun rose, she continued to run. Soon, the sun 
burned her skin. Hunger and thirst plagued her, but she did not give up. She thought of her 
people, of the pain and humiliation they had endured. She knew she had to fight for them. 


Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, she reached the river. The clear water flowed gently 
between the banks, and the green trees provided relief to the weary Kika. She collapsed by the 
water and drank greedily. 


Once her thirst was quenched, she set out to find the tribe. She found them in their village on 
the riverbank. The tribal elders regarded her with suspicion at first, but when they heard her 
story, their eyes softened. They offered her food and shelter, and promised to aid her in her 
fight against the slave traders. 


Kika was exhausted, but she knew she 
had found an ally in the tribe. With their 
help, she would free her people and put 
an end to the terror of the slave traders. 
As the tribe members prepared for battle, 
she fell into a restless sleep. 


Later that day, they managed to lure her 
pursuers into an ambush and eliminate 
them. They also captured the weapons of 
the Arabs. Now it was time to surprise 
the main force of the slave drivers. They 
scouted the camp and waited until 
nightfall. Then they struck from all sides 
simultaneously. The surprise was 
complete, and with minimal losses of 
their own, they managed to eliminate the 
group entirely. 


Needless to say, a great feast followed, 
and plentiful offerings were made to 
Nzambi, the supreme god of the 
Mbundu, who had made this victory 
possible. 


Yet this was only the beginning of Kika's 
journey. She knew that the road to 
freedom would be long and dangerous. 
but she was determined to prevail. She 
would fight for her people, for her future, and for her freedom. 


The years that followed were filled with organization, training, and preparation. Kika learned 
the art of warfare, the strategy of guerrilla warfare. She learned about the politics of the slave 
trade, the weapons, techniques, and weaknesses of her enemies. 


She gathered an army around her of allies from various friendly tribes, willing to fight to 
preserve their freedom. She inspired her people with her courage, her vision of a free Mbundu 
kingdom. 


Chapter 4: The Flame of Rebellion 


—+ 


The flame of rebellion ignited 
everywhere in the land of the 
Mbundu. Whenever slave traders 
encroached upon their realm, 
they were tracked down and 
attacked by  Kika's” army. 
Prisoners were liberated, and 
trading posts were laid to waste. 
With each victory, _ the 
confidence and arsenal of the 
Mbundi grew. 


In one of the legendary battles 
against the slave traders, the sun 
turned blood-red as Kika and her 
warriors moved like shadows 
through the mist, their swords 
flashing in the morning light. 
They stormed the enemy camps 
like an unstoppable tempest, 
their battle cries mingling with 
the sounds of those who 
oppressed the Mbundu meeting 
their demise. It was there, on the 
blood-soaked ground of the 
Ngonga Hills, that the Mbundu 
reclaimed their freedom and the 
legend of Kika as a fearless 


warrior was born. 


The Arabs and Portuguese faced unexpected and formidable resistance, led by a woman who 
showed no mercy. Kika's name spread like wildfire through the regions of Angola, and where 
her army appeared, hope grew and her enemies trembled. 


The reputation of Nzinga Kika grew. She became a symbol of hope for her people, a feared 
enemy for her foes. The tales of her courage and tactical genius became legends whispered 
around campfires and passed down through generations, an inspiration to all who longed for 
freedom and justice. 


Chapter 5: The Battle for Mbanza Kongo 


The climax of the struggle came 
with the siege of Mbanza Kongo, 
the capital of the Mbundu 
kingdom, which had fallen into 
the hands of the Portuguese, 
supported by Arab slave traders. 


Kika's army surrounded the city, 
cutting off supply lines and 
fighting with unmatched 
determination. The siege lasted 
s for months. Hunger gripped the 
city, and the defenders grew 
weary. Eventually, the 
Portuguese found themselves 
compelled to negotiate, but even 
then, Kika refused to give up, her 
will hardened by the memory of 
the victims, the humiliation of 
her people. 


Eventually, Kika's army stormed 
into Mbanza Kongo, fighting 
from street to street. The 
defenders, weakened by hunger 
and disease, were no match for 
the wrath of the Mbundu. The 
' battles were fierce, merciless. 
Blood stained the streets red, the 
stench of death hung heavy in the 


air. 


Kika fought in the forefront, her blade lightning-fast in her hand. She fought for her father, for 
her people, for a future without slavery. Her anger was a hurricane that swept everything in her 
path. 


Finally, after a gruesome battle, the city fell. The Portuguese and Arabs were defeated, forced 
to flee or surrender. Mbanza Kongo was liberated. 


The victory was naturally celebrated. The people flooded the streets to honor Kika, their 
heroine, their queen. They sang her name, praised her courage and leadership. Kika had fulfilled 
her promise: she had freed her people from the slave traders. 


Chapter 6: The Spirit of Reconciliation 


The victory had been won, but 
peace was far from guaranteed. 
The slave traders had _ been 
defeated, but their networks and 
practices remained. Peace was 
still fragile. The Portuguese and 
Arab powers had suffered a 
setback, but they were not 
destroyed. 


Kika knew they harbored revenge 
and would come back. She 
remained vigilant and 
immediately began strengthening 
her army and taking measures to 
protect her kingdom and prepare 
for new battles. 


She understood that she needed to 
rebuild her kingdom, unite her 
people, and lay the spirits of the 
fallen to rest. 


She established a new legal 
system based on Mbundu 
traditions but also incorporating 
elements of European law. Kika 
aimed to create a just society 
where all people, regardless of 


gender or origin, enjoyed equal rights. 


With wisdom and determination, Kika led the reconstruction of Mbanza Kongo. She restored 
trade routes and promoted agriculture and industry. 


The victory in Mbanza Kongo was a turning point. It marked the beginning of a new era for the 
Mbundu, an era of freedom and self-determination. Kika's leadership and courage had paved 
the way for a better future. 


The legend of Nzinga Kika, the Warrior Queen, was born. Her name would forever be 
associated with the struggle for freedom and justice. 


Chapter 7: The Legacy of Nzinga Kika 


Nzinga Kika ruled for many years with wisdom and peace. She led her people into a new era 
of prosperity and stability. Her courage, intelligence, and unwavering dedication to her people 
made her a legend, a symbol of strength and hope for generations of Mbundu. 


The spirit of Nzinga Kika lives on in the stories and traditions of her people. She is an inspiration 
to women and men who fight for freedom, justice, and a better world. Her legacy is a testament 
to the power of the human spirit, the courage to fight for what you believe in, and the capacity 
to overcome even the most hopeless situations. 


Epilogue 


The echo of Nzinga Kika's voice still resonates across the savanna. Her words, filled with 
wisdom and strength, inspire her people to fight for their future, to preserve their culture, and 
to achieve their dreams. 


In the hearts of the Mbundu, the legend of the Warrior Queen lives on. She is a beacon of hope, 
a symbol of the indomitable power of the human spirit. 


Nzinga Kika’'s story is one of courage, resistance, and victory. It is a tale that inspires us to fight 
for what we believe in, to strive for a better world, and to realize our dreams. 


